
Caught at a court ; purged off by purer air. 

And simpler diet ; gifts of rural life ! 

Blest be that hand divine, which gently laid 
My heart at rest, beneath this humble shed. 

The world s a stately bark, on dangerous seas 
With pleasure seen, but boarded at our peril : 
Here, on a single plank thrown safe ashore, 

I hear the tumult of the distant throng. 

As that of seas remote, or dying storms ; 

And meditate on scenes more silent still ; 

Pursue my theme, and fight the fear of death. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut. 
Touching his reed or leaning on his staff 
Eager ambition’s fiery chase I see ; 

I see the circling hunt of noisy men 

Burst law’s inclosure, leap the mounds of right. 

Pursuing and pursued, each other’s prey ; 

As wolves, for rapine ; as the fox, for wiles ; 

* Till death, that mighty hunter, earths them all. 

WTy all this toil for triumphs of an hour? 
What, though we wade in wealth, or soar in fame. 
Earth’s highest station ends in, “ here he lies !” 
And “ dust to dust” concludes her noblest song. 

If this song live, posterity shall know 
One, though in Britain born, with courtiers bred. 
Who thought e’en gold might come a day too late : 
Nor on his subtle death-bed plann’d his scheme 
F or future vacancies in church or state ; 

Some avocation deeming it to die 
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Unbit by rage canine of dying rich ; 

Guilt’s blunder ! and the loudest laugh of hell ! 

O my coevals ! remnants of yourselves 
Poor human ruins, tottering o er the grave ! 

Shall we, shall aged men, like aged trees. 

Strike deeper their vile root, and closer cling, 

Still more enamour d of this wretched soil ? 

Shall our pale wither’d hands be still stretch’d out. 
Trembling at once with eagerness and age ? 

With avarice and convulsions grasping hard 
Grasping at air ! for what has earth beside ? 

Man wants but little, nor that little long ; 

How soon must he resign his very dust 
Which frugal nature lent him for an hour ! 

Years inexperienced rush on numerous ills ; 

And soon as man, expert from time, has found 
The key of life, it opes the gates of death. 

When in this vale of years I backward look. 
And miss such numbers, numbers too of such 
Firmer in health, and greener in their age. 

And stricter on their guard, and fitter far 
To play life’s subtle game; I scarce believe 
I still survive : and am I fond of life. 

Who scarce can think it possible I live ? 

Alive by miracle ! or, what is next. 

Alive by Mead ! if I am still alive 

Who long have buried what gives life to live. 

Firmness of nerve, and energy of thought. 

Life s lee is not more shallow than impure 
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